TRIFLES in RHYME, 


OR THE 
BERKSHIRE MISCELLANY. 


CONTAINING, 
A LETTER to a FRIEND, 


l Giving a Deſcriptive View of Gince Farm; interſperſed with a 
Y Variety of Curious RrMuAR ks, and ENTERTAINING INCIDENTS, 
which occurred during the Author's Viſit at that Place. 
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INTRODUCTION. 


To Mr, *#*#*#*#*#*#% * „KA „ 


SASXE ELL! now I ſolemnly proteſt, 

8 W © I took it only for a Jeſt — 

NES And muſt you have it? —Pray be ſerious; 
Nor let your Anſwer be myſterious : 

As I am with Superiors free, 

I hope you'll be the ſame with me. 

Nay, why that arch ſatyric Smile? 

You only banter all this while; 

By that I gueſs you mean to ſmoke me, 

And with the Name of Author joke me: 
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4 INTRODUCTION. 


But let not Cenſure ſtrike too hard, 
Spare me, Oh! ſpare a tim'rous Bard ! 
Who publiſhes by your Direction, 
And claims a Right to your Protection, 
But now I'm at a Loſs I own, 
T'addreſs the Gentry of the Town; 
To Poetry I've no Pretence, 
| Void of Taſte, Judgment, Wit, and Senſe ; ; 
| I aim at no romantic Strains, 
No Claſſic Authors rack my Brains ; 
I ſet all Learning at Defiance, 
With Latins, Greeks, have no Alliance; 
I ne'er aſcend Parnaſſus Hill, 
Nor aim to weild the Poet's Quill ; 
(Though, by the Way, I'd have you know it, 
[ A Man may rhyme that's not a Poet) | 
i Shall never with another quarrel, 
Becauſe he's dignify'd with Laurel ; 
Nor envy thoſe whoſe Talents ſhine 
With brighter Radiance than mine, 
As I've no Title to aſpire, 
| Why ſhould I ſnarl at him that's higher ? 
is accidental Happineſs, 
Like Beauty's Luſtre on the Face, 
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INTRODUCTION. 


« If with ſuch Talents Heav'n has bleſt em, 
J ſee-no Reaſon to deteſt em.“ 
Authors, like People at a Show, 

All ſtrive to get the foremoſt Row ; 

Nor think what they muſt undergo. 

One with his Elbow ſtrikes your Noſe, 
Another tramples on your Toes; 

One ſcreams aloud in ſore Diſtreſs ; 
Another's ſtifled in the Preſs ; 

Here one appears in Garments tatter'd, 

His Back and Sides well bruis'd and batter'd. 
Some loſe a Hat, and others ſeen, 

Deeers of Haod, or Capuchin. 

Taldo, whoſe Carcaſe might be found 

To meaſure fairly two Yards round, 
Though he takes up more Room than three, 
Cries out aloud, make Way for me : 

What Rabble's here? Good Heaven bleſs us! 
See how the Raſcals ſqueeze and preſs us! 
At length cries one, Thou greatly Elf, 

« Who crouds the Paſſage like thy ſelf? 

« Is't not as free for us as you? 

« Then why d' ye make fo much ado ? 
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6 INTRODUCTION. 


« Contrive to draw your Carcaſe thinner, 
« Three Times a Week abſtain from Dinner 
« Thin Liquors drink — your Fleſh will fall, 
«© Then I'll engage there's Room for all.” 
It muſt with Reaſon be allow'd, 

He's ſafeſt who avoids a Crowd ; 

| And all thoſe Ills might be prevented, 

Were Perſons in their Place contented, 

I never mingle with the Throng, 

But let the Rabble paſs along; 

Then quietly poſſeſs my Seat, 

Either in Gallery or Pit. 

But notwithſtanding, I'm afraid 

| I've brought an old Houſe o'er my Head; 

[ For while I ſtrive to ape Sublime, 

| By tagging Numbers into Rhyme ; 

While I preſumptuouſly aſpire, 

To join Apollo's ſacred Choir; 

Think, Sir, of what may come hereafter; 

| The Critics ſure will burſt with Laughter ; 

| I ſee them now with Wit profound, 


And vain Conjectures buzzing round, 
Who can this be? cries one — another 
Diſdains to own me for a Brother; 


INTRODUCTION. 


One ſays I came from Dunce's School ; 

Another calls me rhyming Fool: 

At Length a Wight, whoſe meagre Face 

Beſpeaks him of poetic Race, 

Steps forth — in tatter'd Habit dreſt, 

And his Opinion thus expreſt. 

« Were I, my Brethren, to adviſe ye, 

« Ne'er foul your Fingers with a Nizey ; 

For he that grovels in a Sink, 

“ Comes off with nought but Dirt and Stink ; 

e The Way to ſatyrize a Fool 

66 Is tlaſh the Dog with Ridicule; 

6 Treat him but with Contempt and Laughter, 

« He'll ne'er appear in Print hereafter.” 

This ſaid, with Self- ſufficience bow'd, 

Then mingled with the joſtling Crowd. 

Each ſcribbling Member ſhouts Applauſe, 

And from th' echoing Room withdraws, 
But ſince I've paſs'd the Critic's Sneer, 

I'll now addreſs the Ladies fair, 

In Hopes of putting off my Ware, 

They are but Trifles I confeſs, 

Nor cloath'd with aught but Nature's dreſs, 
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INTRODUCTION. 


No flouriſh'd Fancies deck my Page; 
No Schemes to ſatyrize the Age; 

No ruſtic Swain with Love expires ; 

No Damſel ſighs her fond Deſires ; PE 
|| No matrimonial Love, or Strife 
| Between the Huſband and the Wife; 

| Nor do I mean to paint in Rhyme, 

| 'The Arts and Sciences ſublime. 

But now I've told you what I've not, 
| Perhaps you'll aſk me what I've got? 
I anſwer, Ladies, to be free, 

Turn o'er a Page or two, you'll ſee; 

[| But take this Caution e'er you do it, 
| (. f you have Patience to go through it) 
| | Be not fo hard to make a Jeſt on't, 

|| But let your Candour make the beſt on't. 
| Conſider 'tis my firſt Eſſay; 

Caſt not an Infant Bard away. 
Grant me a Smile; for if you frown, 

| At once you knock the Author down, 


But if you are not over nice, 

You'll condeſcend to take Advice. 

The following Pieces when I penn'd 'em, 
| | Had nought but Truth to recommend 'em. 


INTRODUCTION. 
(Except a paltry Trifle ſeen - * 
Thruſt in by Aceident between) 
Now as plain Facts but ſtupid OY 
And dull Narrations clog the Book, 
Conſign it over to the Cook. 
As Houſewifes to prevent Abuſes, 
Convert one Thing to many Uſes; 
When 'tis perus'd, if you think fit, 
Twill ſinge a Pullet on the Spit; 
Or pin it on the Breaſt when turning, 
Twill fave your tender Chick from burning; 1 
The Gridiron clean, — or when you bake, 
May put it underneath a Cake ; 
Thread-papers make, — or ſerve to wrap 
A thouſand little Matters up; 
And after that a Knife 'twill wipe, 
Or ſerve to light the Maſter's Pipe; 
May with it hold the Kettle Handle, 
Or in the Socket fix a Candle; 
To other Uſes has Pretenſion, 
As ſuits Occaſion, or Invention. 
Since 'tis thus uſeful, — hence tis plain, 
My Labour's not beſtow'd in vain, 
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No flouriſh'd Fancies deck my Page; 
No Schemes to ſatyrize the Age; 

No ruſtic Swain with Love expires ; 

No Damſel ſighs her fond Defires ; 

No matrimonial Love, or Strife 
Between the Huſband and the Wife; 
Nor do I mean to paint in Rhyme, 
'The Arts and Sciences ſublime. 

But now I've told you what I've not, 
| Perhaps you'll aſk me what I've got? 
| I anſwer, Ladies, to be free, 

Turn o'er a Page or two, you'll ſee; 

| But take this Caution e'er you do it, 

| (If you have Patience to go through it) 
| he not fo hard to make a Jeſt on't, 
But let your Candour make the beſt on't. 
Conſider 'tis my firſt Eſſay; 

Caſt not an Infant Bard away.. 

| Grant me a Smile; for if you frown, 

| At once you knock the Author down. 


But if you are not over nice, 

| You'll condeſcend to take Advice. 

The following Pieces when I penn'd 'em, 
Had nought but Truth to recommend 'em. 


INTRODUCTION. 9g 
(Except a paltry Trifle ſeen | 
Thruſt in by Aceident between? 
Now as plaia Facts but ſtupid look, 
And dull Narrations clog the Book, 
Conſign it over to the Cook. 
As Houſewifes to prevent Abuſes, 
Convert one Thing to many Uſes; 
When 'tis perus'd, if you think fit, 
Twill finge a Pullet on the Spit; 
Or pin it on the Breaſt when turning, 
Twill fave your tender Chick from burning; 
The Gridiron clean, — or when you bake, 
May put it underneath a Cake; 
Thread- papers make, — or ſerve to wrap 
A thouſand little Matters up; 
And after that a Knife 'twill wipe, 
Or ſerve to light the Maſter's Pipe; 
May with it hold the Kettle Handle, 
Or in the Socket fix a Candle; 5 
To other Uſes has Pretenſion, 
As ſuits Occaſion, or Invention. 
Since 'tis thus uſeful, — hence tis plain, 
My Labour's not beſtow'd in vain, 
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[ Nor it this all, — Another End 

Is anſwer'd, when I pleaſe a Friend, 

To pleaſe myfelf I wrote, *tis true, 

J had no other Point in View; 

But when 'twas found I'd got a Smatt'ring, 
Loud Peals came round about me clatt'ring ; F 
And fairly drove me, by their Dint 173 
| And Force of Argument — to print. 

| »Tis done you ſee; — but take this too, 

| I've pleas'd myſelf in pleaſing you: 

By this the Satisfaction's double, 

And your Applauſe o'er-pays my Trouble. 
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TRIFLES IN RHYME, 11 


OODDODDDDOCDOCOCDSOOCOOOOCOCE0E 
— 
LETTER to a FRIEND. 


ESOLV'D my Gratitude to ſhew, 

My honour'd Friend, for all I owe; 

Though I confeſs too long have ſtay'd, 

Before my Compliments were paid ; 

But now I'm in for Scribbling ſet, 

III ſtudy to diſcharge the Debt. 

Accept my Thanks But let me tell ye, 

Not to forget my Friend Miſs Nelly ; 

Her Brother too, to ſtate it fair, 

Of Compliments muſt have his Share: 

Miſs Melly, your obliging Daughter, 

'Tis well I had not quite forgot her ; 

Your Sons, for catching of the Trout, 

Or we had ſurely gone without ; 

And, in a Word to ſum up all, 

Preſent my Thanks to great and ſmall. 

This Bus'neſs of Importance o'er, 

With Leave I'll add a Trifle more: 

But where muſt I begin? I aſk; 

To anſwer is no eaſy Taſk ; — 

Poets, for want of Matter, chuſe 

With Warmth to court the tuneful Muſe, 
B 2 | 


| 
| 
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And oft, if you'll believe em, riſe 

And talk with Gods above the Skies ; 

Then bring their Fancies down to Earth, 

And ſtraitway form and give 'em Birth : 

But I, (a Novice in the Trade) 

Claim no ſuch ſupernat'ral Aid ; 

Have no Acquaintance with the Gods, 

Nor ever viſit their Abodes ; 

Have no true Judgment, nor Diſcerning, 

In Matters that require Learning ; 

Therefore ſhall not pretend to ſtretch 

1 For Things beyond my common Reach. 

Thus *tis in vain for me to ſhow, 

The Beauties of the Vale below; — 

When from your Terrace Walk I look, 

} Want Words to paint the purling Brook ; 

To draw th' enchanting Landſcape fine, 

| Requires an abler Hand than mine ; — 10 

| The utmoſt all my Art can do, | 
Gives but a faint imperfect View. 

| But ſince 'tis your Deſire to ſee 

| A Sketch delineated by me ; 

| The Proſpect from the Terrace Green, 

The mighty Taſk ſhall now begin. 

A downy Bank, from whence you ſee 9 

The beautiful Declivity, | Y 

Craggy, and furrow'd by the Sheep: . 

And here and there a little Steep. 
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TRIFLES IN RHYME. 13 
Tall Elms along the Bottom grow, 
Beneath whoſe Shade the Waters flow; 
The filent Pool lies huſh'd in Bed, 
Till Nature raiſes up it's Head, 
Then through the Sluice with rapid Force, 


Drives onward it's impet'ous Courſe ; 


Replete with Springs the Rocks diſtil, 

It's Aid now lends to yonder Mill; 

The craggy Steep within the Glade, 
Completes the beautiful Caſcade. 
Through mazy Tracks the Current flows, 
Viſits the Lily and the Roſe; 

The Butterflower of golden Hue, 

The Primroſe ſweet, and Vi'let blue; 
With thouſand others by their Side, 

The gentle Stream reflects their Pride; 
Their fragrant Sweets are breath'd around, 
Their mingled Beauties deck the Ground, 
Here through the Trees the Current's ſeen, 
There loſt beneath the ſhady Green; 

Now foaming rears it's boiling Head, 

Now ſleeps in ſubterraneous Bed; 

Here, pent within it's narrow Bound, 
There, overflows the marſhy Ground. 

The Bulfinch, Linnet, and the Thruſh, 
Join Concert in the Bramble Buſh : \ 
Sooth'd by their Strains, the Shepherds dream, 
Their Lambkins ſporting by the Stream. 


14 TRIFLES IN RHIMEP. 
If croſs the Brook you caſt an Eye, * 
Will there a pleaſant Farm deſcry; 

A ſtately Elm, with fpreading Arms, 
The Dwelling ſcreens from Winter Storms ; 
And from the Summer's ſultry Heat; 
Its Shade invites a cool Retreat. 


With chearful Innocence ate ſeen, 
The Laſſes tripping o'er the Green; 


Down from the Hills, on either Side, 
Each Shepherd meets his future Bride. 
The murmuring Brook, the Ev'ning Gales, 
Add Sweetneſs to the Lover's Tales; 
On the ſoft Banks rechn'd they lie, 
The Trout regardleſs paſſing by: 
The Songſters warble in the Grove, 
And all conſpire to heighten Love. 

But let us now the Track purſue, 
In order to extend the View, 
And through the wild Meanders trace, 
The rural Beauties of the Place ; — 
Here the rough Preeipice affrights, 
And there the flower'd Lawn delights ; 


The Werg and Bramble here combin'd, 


Shelter the feeble Cot from Wind, 
Whilſt Elms their Tops ſupinely nod, 
Over the humble Swain's Abode; 
And rural Woodbines climb to breathe 
Their balmy Sweets on all beneath. 


* Farmer CHURCH's, 
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TRIFLES IN RHYME, 
Delightful Scenes reward the Toil 
Of climbing up the lofty Hill, 
The Eye ſurveys the ſpacious Round, 
And meaſures o'er the trackleſs Ground. 
The Vale a fruitful Proſpect yeilds, 
Kind Nature ſmiles around the Fields ; 
Here lofty Spires are ſeen, and there 
The filent Villages appear ; 

The Flocks ſpread grazing o'er the Down, 
And diſtant Views the Proſpect crown. 
Now trip we down the Hill, to ſhew 

The hoſpitable Farm below ; 
Here ſweet Contentment takes her Place, 
And Plenty ſmiles in ev'ry Face : 
The Cellar's with good Liquor ſtor'd, 
The fatted Calf adorns the Board ; 
And from the loaded Rack, is taken 
A comfortable Slice of Bacon 

The Pudding on the Table's plac'd, 
And while tis hot invites your Taſte ; 
Here all an hearty Welcome find, 

Not one mult leave us till h'as din'd, 


And ſmoak'd a Pipe, or two, or three, 
Elſe how ſhould honeſt Friends agree ? 


With chearful Mirth the Banquet's crown'd, 


The Silver Cup goes briſkly round. 
But now another Scene takes Place, — 


Francis and Ben muſt ride a Race; 


* 
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The Nags are come, the Wager's laid, 
And Bets on either Side are made. 
To yonder Buſh they both ſtart fair : 


Now the bay Gelding! now the Mare! 


With all his Might Ben makes a Puſh ; 
But Francis tricks him at the Buſh; 
They both return, the Mare comes firſt, 
Her Sides blown up, as if they'd burſt ; 
But Francis having play'd the Cheat, 
Is forc'd to run the other Heat. 
Regardleſs o'er the Corn they ride, 
To gain the craggy Mountain's Side; 
Then o'er the Field, Ben turns the Horſe, 
And to the Buſh purſues his Courſe'; 
From thence returns as ſwift as Wind, 
And leaves the panting Mare behind. 
Now Ben the Prize has fairly won; 
And Frank behind comes tumbling down. 
We paſs the chearful Night away; 
Proceed we to the following Day. 
But leſt I ſhould be thought prolix, 
Muſt not relate the Young-one's Tricks ; 


Nor muſt I venture here to tell, 
Who ſouſe into the Water fell; 


Who with the Brambles ſcratch'd their Legs; 
Who broke their Shins; who ſuck'd the Eggs $i 


Who undertook to draw the Sluice, 
To overflow the Miller's Houſe ; 
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TRIFLES IN RHYME. 


Who after all his Toil and Sweat, 
Caught nothing in the Fiſhing Net : 
Nor mult I tell who loſt, or won, 
Or who did o'er the Garden run; 
All this, and more, I thought it beſt, 
To let in dark Oblivion reſt. 


But who comes here? — three Ladies fine, * 


Rode out to take the Air and dine. 

Now they alight, they Compliment, 

And all into the Parlour went ; 

John, give the Ladies Nags ſome Corn; 
You'll not return before the Morn, 

The Maſter ſays; and Miſs repeats 

Her Orders to prepare the Sheets ; 

Each takes her Glaſs, the Point's agreed ; 
But John muſt hurry Home with Speed; 


© But muſt not fail To-morrow Even”, 


To be at GIN GE by Six or Seven. 
This Buſineſs o'er, we take a Walk, 
And leave the Ladies to their Talk; — 
At our Return Miſs Molly ſummons 
The Company to dainty Commons: — 
The Dinner o'er, to paſs the Time, 
My Journey's told in rugged Rhyme; — 
«© How many a Circumſtance ran croſs; 
% How Paul was plagu'd with tired Horſe ; 


* Miſſes CALTONs. 
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« How the Steed threw him in the Dirt; 

« A Mercy he received no Hurt! 

« How we were jcer'd by ev'ry Clown, 

« In paſting through a Country Town; 
How often through the toilſome Day, 

“ Ofer the wide Downs, we loſt the Way; 
« At WickFIELD Farm what Fare we had, 
« And whether it was good or bad; 

« How at the boarded Houſe I ſped ; 

« Deſcrib'd the Furniture and Bed; 

„ How all the Night the noxious Vermine, 
« Were round about my Body ſwarming.” 
With many a memorable Fact, 

W hich I for Brevity contract ; 

And in good Manners now conclude 
My homely Tale, for 'twould be rude 

To keep the Ladies at a Bay, 

And diſappoint 'em of their Tea; 

The Meſlage ſent, 'tis wrong to mils it, 
So they prepare to make the Viſit; 

While we, retiring from the Table, 

Go view the Horſes in the Stable; 

Then ſaunter over to the Barn, 

To ſee the Fellows winnow Corn; 

The Farm we traverſe to and fro”, 

To ſpend the Time as Idlers do; 

Stalk through the Dirt the Ancles high, 
To view the Litter in the Stye ; 
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TRIFLES IN RHYME. 19 


Survey the Poultry, Sheep, and Cows, 

The bleating Calf in yonder Houſe ; 

Then mount the Orchard by Degrees, 

And there obſerve the lab'ring Bees; 

The Garden next we traverſe o'er, 

Examime ev'ry Tree and Flow'r, 

The artificial Mount aſcend ; 

See how the Trees in Arches bend ; 

How neat they're cut, how thick they grow, 
To ſcreen and ſhelter all below ; 

Benches are plac'd within the Shade, 

For Love, or Contemplation made ; 

Here we retreat awhile, and then 

Set forward on our Courſe again ; 

We walk about a Mile or two, 

When Thomas now appears in View, 

With R:chard, Matt, and Beſs, and Swe, * 
Charg'd with an Inſtrument of Muſic, | 
Whoſe Tone would make both me and you ſick. 
Now we return: The Supper o'er, 

When Thomas makes the Viol roar ; 

Matt ſounds the Pitch-pipe, Dicꝶ beats Time; 
And Sue and Betty ſquall in Rhyme; 

The Ladies lend a liſt'ning Ear 

To th' Tune of Britiſh Granadier; 


Singers from Hendred. | 
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And Neighbours fond of England's Fame, 


Rejoice to hear St. George's Name, 
Chorus'd with ſuch delightful Airs, 

No Ballad-ſinger rivall'd theirs. 

The Muſic o'er, the Singers paid, 

We chat awhile, and then to Bed : 

We riſe betimes, but e'er we go, 

Some Tokens of Reſpe&t muſt ſhew 
My worthy Friends, for all their Kindneſs, 
Before I haſten down to Finis; 

Which done, I humbly take my Leave, 
And am your moſt obedient Slave. 
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TRICK upon THOMAS. 
A 1 


OSSIPS went round the Village, babbling, 
How Tom with Nanny had been dabbling; 

Blaſted the Pair through Scandal's Trumpet, 
Call'd Tom a Rogue, and Nan a Strumpet: 
At length it reach'd the Warden's Ear, 
Who ſummon'd Thomas to appear ; 
Suckwell *, (the beſt of Pariſh Stewards) 
Diſpatch'd the Bus'neſs in a few Words; 
For taking guilty Tom aſide 
Since th' Fact's too clear to be deny'd, | 
« Make her at once your lawful Bride; 
If you'll but liſten to this Motion, 
* A Ring of Gold ſhall be her Portion; 
* And when you to the Parſon carry her, 
No Fee the Prieſt ſhall take to marry her.“ 

'Tis done, quoth Tom: — with gladſome Eyes, 
He now ſurveys the golden Prize. 
The previous Ceremony paſt, 
To Church they ſtride along in haſte ; 


* The Churchyarden. 
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The People crowd thro' thick and thin, 
And happy they who ſafe get in. 
Tom takes his Nan for better — worſe, 


And homeward now they ſteer their Courſe; 


Nan holds her Finger out to John &, 

To ſhew her golden Fetter on. 

The Village echoes with the Noiſe, 

Of ringing Bells, and ſhouting Boys. 
Tom now delighted to the Soul, 

At Home prepares the flowing Bowl ; 
Invites the Neighbours to regale 

On ſugar'd Cakes, and nappy Ale. 

The Maids from ev'ry Quarter flock in, 
To throw in Turn the Bridal Stocking. 
Suppoſe the Ceremony paſt, 

The Gueſts are gone, the Doors are faſt. 
Dame Fortune paſs'd the Wedding Night 


In Silence —- but to ſhew her Spite ; 


Next Morn when Naz admir'd the Ring, 
Cry'd is it Gold? — ('twas no ſuch Thing) 
Gold? cries the Fellow, who can doubt it? 
There needs no Argument about it. 

Nay, cries the Woman, (with her Eye on 
The glitt'ring Bauble) where's the Lion ? 


For look you but the Trinket round 


No Mark of ſuch a Thing is found, 


®* An old Sweetheart. 


— ns "FL * 
. 


IP ae NERF 08.40" CE 
V J 
» 


* 6 


1 
= r 


— % 
— 


2 . N "Ic SES 8 


I 
1 d : 
Ts 56 
bs 
* 
=. 
4 
1 1 
$* 
ks 
. 
* 
$*© 
* . 
#- 
$ 


* « Z » * 1 3 
SST or Oe SE. th» = Ls WE, © 
LI CEASE e 


EE 


EEE —- 


TRIFLES IN RHYME. 23 


— Convinc'd at laſt 'twas but a Braſs one; 


Tom goes directly to the Parſon ; 

« An pleaſe you, Zir, quoth Tom, I'm told 
« This Wedding Ring's not made of Gold, 
« And I can prove it to your Face, 

« The Metal of it's only Braſs ; 

ce And zince the golden Prize I've miſt on, 

ce The Bargain's void — that T'll inziſt on.” 


Hold, hold, quoth the Vicar, the Matter's 
too far gone, 
To think by this Way, to get rid of your Bargain ; 
For a Braſs Ring, in Wedlock as firmly will hold, 
As if you were bound with a Fetter of Gold. 
Tom finding the Matter too ſerious to jeſt on't, 
Says, I've got a bad Bargain, ſo muſt make the 
beſt on' t. 
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YOOOCOCOCDDCOCOCODOOCOCOOGOC 
The NYMPH of the GRACES. 


Written Extempore. 


HE Graces aſſembled ſome Diſtance from Town, 
To deck out a Lady, and call her their own; 
One gave her Politeneſs, another Goodnature ; 

And Beauty a Third, to adorn the ſweet Creature; 

A Fourth and a Fifth beſtow*d Virtue and Senſe ; 

A Sixth to compleat her, gave ſweet Eloquence. 

If &er you ſhould meet her, wherever the Place is, 

Reſ plendent there ſhines the bright Nymph of the Graces. 


FOOL OO OOO EO OOO O O 


A EPIG FE AM. 


Extempore, 


Says Jack to Dame Dobbins, what makes you look red, 


Quoth the Dame, tis the Strength of my Beer; 
Jack taſted, and ſwore it wou'd ne'er reach his Head, 
Though he tippled Twelve Hogſheads a Year, 


races. 
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OST two Months ſince, or near the Time, 
A Manuſcript compos'd in Rhyme. 

By what is legible, you'll, find 
"Tis of th' epiſtolary Kind. 
The Subject is — no Matter, what, 
Of Cock and Bull, or this or that, 
Therefore the Author makes a Doubt, 
It you can find his Meaning out ; 
The Language bad, the Writing blind, 
In many Places interlin'd ; 
Blotted, erac'd, abridg'd, and ſoil'd, 
And almoſt Half a Page on't ſpoil'd; 
To others partly unintelligible, 
And only to the Author legible. 

Whoe'er has found or ſtole the Piece, 
(For ſtole it is ſome People gueſs; ) 
And ſtrait will to the Owner give it, 
Moſt thankfully he will receive it; 
If Charlot has it in Poſſeſſion, 
And of the Theft, will make Confeſſion; 
The Party who the Paper miſſes 
Will ſeal her Pardon with ten Kiſſes ; 


D 


And if reſtor'd without more Trouble, 
Engage to make the Number double. 
— But, if the Goods are not reſtor'd, 
The Man declares upon his Word, 
Wt” He'll ſeize the Party that's ſuſpected, 


Will then, commit her to a Jailor, 
Nor ſuffer any one to bail her; 
16 But at the Aſſizes ſhall appear, 
I To take her Trial at the Bar; 
I |; When Court ſhall ſentence or acquit, 
Wit! As Judge and Jury ſhall ſee fit. 
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And, when he has the Thief detected, 
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"= 
JOURN E Y 
F R O M 


ABINGDON̈ðẽ WICKFIELD FARM, 
N E A R 
SHEFFARD, BERKS. 


T Eight o'Clock the Morning clear'd, 
The Coffee drank, my Friend appear'd ; 
To Wickfield bound, a pleaſant Road, 
Our Horſes both were newly ſhoed ; 
And bruſh'd, and comb'd, and trimm'd and fed, 
Paul undertook the Way to lead. 
— We choſe to travel on at Leiſure, 
That haſte ſhould not deſtroy the Pleaſure ; 
And ent'ring into Converſation, 
About the Bus'neſs of the Nation, 
Condemning this, approving that, 
The Time to paſs in harmleſs Chat, 
'Till with Conſent we both agreed 
To change the Trot, for better Speed, 
And prove the Horfes o'er the Mead. 
: D 2 
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No ſooner was the Signal given, 

But th' Odds at leaſt were Nine to Seven ; 
For giving but a gentle Switch, 

Or two, upon my Horſe's Breech, 

He darted forward as the Light, 

And left the other out of Sight ; 

Paulo being half a Mile behind, 

I ſtopp'd to give my Courſer Wind: 

Then turning round about eſpy'd 

My Friend belabouring the Side, 

And Head, and Back, and Rump, of's Beaſt, 


As if he ne'er would give him Reſt; 


But all Correction had no Power, 

The more he flogg'd, he mov'd the lower; 

Nor is it much to be admir'd 

He ſhould ſo ſuddenly be tir'd, 

If you examine all his Paces, 
You'll find him not deſign'd for Races; ' 
Founder'd he was, and almoſt blind, 


And heretofore had broke his Wind : 


Could neither gallop, trot, nor leap, 
But always us'd a limping Step. 

His Furniture I ſhould not miſs, 
Which with the Steed was of a Piece: 


A Saddle fraught with greaſy Spots, 


A Bridle oft repair'd with Knots; 
A filthy woollen Saddle-Cloth, 
Almoſt devoured by the Moth ; 


An antient Girth, a Crupper bad, 
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The Saddle no Surſingle had; 

Nor mult I paſs the Stirrup Leather, 

Which had been broke, and ſplic'd together, 


But now the limping Steed comes ſweating, 
The Rides faint with Toil and fretting ; 


Depriv'd of Laſh, was forc'd to thump 


a With Butt of Whip, from Head to Rump: 
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When either Side receiv'd a Drub, 


It ſounded like an empty Tub, 
And well it might — he look'd ſo thin, 


1 You'd think he'd nought but Air within. 


My Friend arriv'd with much Fatigue, 


And having travell'd juſt a League, 


Again exerting all his Pow'rs, 
Arriv'd at Wantage in * three Hours, 
My Bus'neſs finiſh'd in the Town, 
His Horſe was fed, but not my own; 


* We took a Bit, and then jogg'd on: 


T'intice the ſullen Beaſt that bore him, 
I ſpurr'd my Steed, and rode before him : 


While he, in ſtriving to go faſter, 


Met with a terrible Diſaſter; 

Putting himſelf in mighty Hurry 

To overtake me — in his Fury, 

So whipp'd and ſpurr'd the ſullen Steed, 
He made his ſtrutting Veſlels bleed: 


* Nine Miles from AßIN G DON. 
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The Beaſt, reſenting the Affront, 
Play'd Paul a Trick, he oft was wont ; 
When Rider ſpurr'd to make him fly, 
Down in the Dirt he choſe to lie; 
Thus when the Spur began to goad 
They both came ſprawling on the Road ; 
When on a ſudden turning back, 
I ſaw him get aſtride his Hack, 
Then ſtopp'd my willing Steed with Fear, 
Expecting ſome Miſchance to hear, 
When he with dirty Horſe came near, 
But when he told me of the Fall, 
Viewing the dirty Sight withal, 
I ſcarce cou'd keep my Horſe's Back, 
Or ſave my Sides from giving Crack : 
We both burſt into Fits of Laughter, 
Which held us all the Journey after ; 
For, on Enquiry, it was found, 
The Fall did neither bruiſe nor wound, 
But only ſmear'd with Dirt of Road, 
Which did proclaim the Horſe's good ; 
And good he was — for nothing too, 
As all his Goings plainly ſhew. 

When paſſing thro' a Country Place *, 
The Fellows did our Steeds diſgrace, 
By joking us about their Pace. 


* Letcomb, 
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; But they miſtook the Worth of mine, 


f For to my Friend's he was no Kin: 
= Mine tripp'd along with perfect Eaſe, 


| : Nor needed Spur, nor Elbow Greaſe ; 


But that my lucky Friend had hir'd, 
Before he got a Mile was tir'd ; 


Like one of Rozinante's Brood, 


He might have formerly been good, 


But thro' Diſtempers, Age, and Starving, 
He was not worth a ſingle Farthing ; 
2 Unleſs when kill'd for Dogs, I own, 
> Might then be fold for Half a Crown, 
> Together with his Hide and Shoes, 
Ass one might eaſily ſuppoſe. 
> But ſince the Steed's deſcrib'd, tis Time 
On th' Journey I proceed in Rhyme; 
» Before we go, tho' let me tell ye, 


| My Horſe had not a Grain in's Belly, 


' Until we travell'd up the Hill, 


* Tan Alehouſe * where he took his Fill. 


g During the Time my Horſe did feaſt 
My Friend got off to give his Reft, 
The Meal ſoon o'er, we call'd to pay, 


>? Mounted our Steeds, and aſk'd the Way, 


2 Proceeded by the Man's Inſtruction ; 
hut ſoon forgot the laſt Direction; 


®* Dick River's a Publick-Houſe on the Dou, 
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At length we met an honeſt Shepherd, 

And aſk'd of him the Way to Sheffard ; 

He told us civilly — that done, 

We turn'd our Steeds and then jogg'd on : 
Four Miles we rode, if 'twas not more, 
When 't happen'd as it did before, 

Two Roads we 'ſpied, one right one wrong, r 
So took the laſt, and jogg'd along. 4 
A Shepherd met — at our Requeſt, 4 
He ſhew'd the Road that we had miſs'd; 
Directed us by Point of Hand, 

Streight down the Hill, and croſs the Land; 
We thank'd the Fellow for his Trouble, 
Then turn'd our Horſes thro' the Stubble ; 
By juſt Degrees the Hill deſcended, 

And then our Pace was ſomewhat mended ; 4 
Travell'd acroſs the furrow'd Land, 1 
And ſaw the Road was near at Hand, 
Which ſoon we did embrace, and then 
Rejoic'd to find ourſelves again; 

But ſudden Joy, before *tis over 4 
A Scene of Woe does oft diſcover; 41 4 
For ſo it happen'd when we ſpy'd 
A dift *rent Road on either Side; 

This put us to another Stand, 

Afraid to turn to either Hand; 

At length reſolv'd to travel down, 

The Right-hand Road, to find the Town ; 
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TRIFLES IN RHYME. 
And as good Luck would have it, then 
We 'ſpy'd ſome Farmer's lab'ring Men, 
Who laid afide their able Truncheons, 
To take their Dinners or their Nuncheons, 
Beneath a rural friendly Shade, 
Which by a neighb'ring Hedge was made; 
And on a moſly Bank were ſet, 
Secure and ſhelter'd from the Heat : 
There Bread and Bacon was diſplay'd, 
This fat, that brown as e'er was made; 
Their Knives were to their Stomachs ſet, 
They work'd ſo hard it made 'em ſweat ; 


j The hungry Dog with watchful Eye, 
Did round each vittled Baſket ply; 
2 Lick'd up the Fragments one by one, 


Until he ſpy'd a Bacon Bone, 
With eager Jaws the Bone was ſeiz'd, 
Thus Dog and Men alike were pleas'd. 
But tho? I have too far digreſs'd, 
And ſtopp'd my Tale to ſhew the Feaſt, 
I hope your Pardon will excuſe, 
The homely Freedom which I uſe: 
And fince 'tis neither Shame nor Sin, 
Where I left off Ill now begin. 
When we-arriv'd the Road enquir'd, 
The Anſwer was as we delir'd; 
In one Direction all agreed, 


We take our Leave and now proceed ; 
E 
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Paul whipp'd his Steed, I ſpurr'd my own; 
And in a Trice we ſpy'd the Town: 
Our Horſes drank, we kept 'em warm, 
Mounting the Hills to Wickfield-Farm. 
When we arriv'd, the Gate unbarr'd, . 
The Taſker met us in the Yard ; 
Our Steeds were to the Stable led, 
And well with Hay and Corn were fed ; 
While we approach'd the Farmer's Houſe, 
Where we was greeted by the Spouſe, 
Who ſtrait preſented each a Chair, 
And kindly offer'd Wine or Beer —— 
The Tablecloth was next -prepar'd, 
Now you ſhall hear how well we far'd; 
Cold Leg of Lamb, in Earthen Diſh, 
Greens and Bacon, Trav'ler's With ; 
Good Bottled Cyder, Home-brew'd Ale, 


A Mug of Mild, or Glaſs of Stale; | 
And as the Farmer with his Fork, = 


Out of each Battle drew 'the Cork, 
Was not a little fond of ſhewing | 
The Product of his laſt Year's Brewing. 


Now Healths were drank, and Bumpers ſerv'd; 


3 


The Farmer for the Strangers carv'd ; S 


My Friend was pleas'd as well as I, 
And play'd our Parts moſt heartily, 
But now, to furniſh out the Treat, 
And make the ſumptuous Meal compleat, 
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A curious Paſtry was reſerv'd, 
Which at the Maſter's Call was ſerv'd; 
The tow'ring Cruſt extremely fine, 
The Furniture was Mutton Kine; 
A Breach was ready made to enter, 
Directly pointing to the Center. 
But having foil'd our Appetite, 
No longer cou'd maintain the Fight; 
* Tho' often preſs'd we begg'd Excuſe, 
And therefore wiſely made a Truce. 
Z Thus ſumpt'ous din'd — the Cloth away, 
Was greatly importun'd to ſtay 
* To ſpend the Night — we begg'd Excuſe, 
So thank'd our Friends, and left the Houſe. 
I) he Sun now ſhot a feeble Ray, 
And ſoon the ſmall Remains of Day, 
By that o'er-ruling Monarch led, 
Were into other Regions fled. 
> The ſable Curtains of the Night 
Conccal'd the Planets from the Sight. 
'} — My Horſe was brown, the other grey, 
He went before to light the Way: 
Going but flow as you may guels, 
Paul's Steed refus'd to mend his Pace; 
At Stroke of Whip did fart and ſtare, 
Shaking his ragged Tail in th' Air; 
And often when he'd not his Will 
To go his Pace, wou'd ſtand ſtock ſtill. 
E 2 
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Thus finding all Correction vain, 

We thought it beſt to ſlack the Rein, 

And leave the Brute to make the beſt 

Of 's Way, without being drove or preſt; 

Or if Encouragement and Courting, 

Wou'd better prove, than Drubs and Thwarting; 
But 'twas all one — in ſullen Mood 4 
We travell'd thro' the dark ſome Wood. 4 
By this Time as my Friend and 1 : 
Were much fatigu'd, and very dry, 

We rode as faſt as Steed would move, 

T' a Houſe of Call but juſt above; 
When we arriv'd, we drank our Fill, 
Then travell'd ſlowly down the Hill; 
And ent'ring into Converſation 

About our preſent Situation ; 

With one Conſent 'twas then agreed 
That both ſhould not to Town proceed; 
If 'twas attempted, one muſt yield 

To lay all Night in open Field; 

For 'tis impoſſible: to force 

A Journey on a tired Horſe. 


But tho' my Steed you hear was good, 
I was a Stranger to the Road, | | I ] 
So thought it beſt to change the Horſes, = * 
And diff rent Ways to ſteer our Courſes; = 


The boarded Alehouſe now being near, 
Propos'd to take my Quarters there. 
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So ſaid, ſo done, we both jogg'd on, 
I to the Bell, and Paul to Town ; 
To tell the Caſe when he alighted, 
That Friends at Home ſhould not be frighted. 

The Courſe now chang'd, the Scene muſt vary, 
Leſt I ſhould in the Tale miſcarry ; 
The Boarded Houſe muſt next be read, 
Whither I went to ſeek a Bed ; 
When I alighted at the Door, 
The Wife appear'd with Children four, 
Though brought to Bed but juſt a Week, 
She look'd as if ſhe'd ne'er been fick. 
My Cafe made known, the Landlord by, 
Firſt cock'd his Hat and then his Eye, 
And having ſcratch'd his griſly Head, 
Agreed to let me have a Bed : 
This joyful Sentence fill'd my Breaſt 
With pleaſing Hopes of taking Reſt ; 
But in Effect it was not ſo, 
As I ſhall in the Sequel ſhow, 

The Cyder drank, the Supper o'er, 
The Females going up before, 
I by the courteous Maſter led, 
Mounted the feeble Stairs to Bed; 
The Wiſh now paſs'd, he went away 
To Bed to Wife and Family; 
The Maſter, Miſtreſs, with the Maid, 
And Children, altogether laid: 
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Nor will you wonder, when you ſee =] 
NI was out of pure Neceſſity : 3 
Two Beds were all the Landlord's ghore, 
The Chambers could contain no more, 
On one the Houſhold lay at reſt, 
The other ſerv'd a trav'ling Gueſt. 
But now my Tide of Ink muſt flow, 
The Room and Furniture to ſhow ; 
A lofty Room, with Thatch on Top, ; 
And naked Poſts to keep it up; 3 
The Cobwebs round the Walls confeſt, 5 
'Twas always deem'd a Place of Reſt, 3 
For here the lazy Spider choſe 
A Place for undiſturb'd Repoſe. 4 
A little Window out of Reach, A 
Adorn'd with here and there a Breach, 2 
An antient Bedſtead, plac'd on high, = 
To view the Planet's in the Sky; | 
True Heart of Oak, the Timber large, 2 
Built to ſuſtain a weighty Charge ; 
Four curious Boards compos'd the Head, 
Erected when the Room was made, ; 
| With others join'd a like of Kin, 5 L 
And parted Landlord's Room from mine, [2 
| But were ſo ſhort one might look over 1 
N And all the other Room diſcover. 7 
On this Partition one might ſee 5 
The Wardrobe of the Family. & 
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Here Stockings hung, and Dirty Breeches, 
That ſeldom were endow'd with Riches ; 
Shifts, Shirts, and Flanel Petticoats. 
A Bodice, and a Pair of Boats ; 
Old Halters, Bridles, greaſy Leather, 
All hung promiſc'ouſly together. 
The downy Bed on which 1 lay, 
I thought at firſt was ſtuff d with Hay; 
But after viewing on the Ground 
Some huſky Fragments, ſcatter'd —_, 
Perceiv'd *twas Chaff, which *ſcap'd the Ticking, 
And litter'd when the Bed was making. 
By this you'll find 'twas hard enough, 
Of which my aching Bones were Proof; 
For no Impreſſion could be made on't, 
Though one from Year'to Year had laid on't. 
The Bolſter where I lay my Head, 
Was of a Kindred with the Bed. 
An upper Sheet, with Pieces made, 
On which two rugged Blankets laid ; 
An under Blanket ſomething worſe, 
Smelt ſtrong and was extremely coarſe, 
Had all been ſoak'd with Children's Pits, 
And harbour'd Broods of Fleas and Lice. 
The only Sheet being plac'd aloof, 
My Back the Vermin pepper'd off, 
Some took the Pains to travel round, 
And on my Breaſt and Neck I found 
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40 -TRIFLES IN RHYME. 
Had prob'd the Skin, as Flies do Beaſts, 


And twiſted round my Arms and Wriſts ; 


While others choſe below to move, 
And buſy were as thoſe above. | 
On an old Table near the Bed, 
Some Scraps of ſtinking fat were laid, 
The noxious Odours ſcent the Room, 
And I had moſt of its Perfume; 
This forc'd one Hand to hold my Noſe, 
And keep the inward Organs cloſe ; | 
While th' other did attack the Vetmin- 
In Myriads round my Body ſwarming. 
Being thus perplex'd, I did not doze, 
Nor ſcarce ſo much as Eyelids cloſe; 


Th'Attempt was vain. — The Landlord ſnoar'd 


All Night, and oft the Children roar'd ; 

This, with the Comforts of my Neſt, 

Baniſh'd all Hopes of taking Reſt. 

I told the Hours of the Night, 

And laid and long'd for Morning Light, 
But I forgot before t'have ſaid 

The Top or Teſter df the Bed, 

"Tis probable was never there, 

Or us'd the Cottage to repair; 

But I ſuppoſe it was the former, 

For Curtains would have made it warmer; 

As th' Roof was thatch'd, without a Cieling, 

The Cold in Winter Time would ſteal in; 
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None could ſuppoſe it would be wanting, 
That is, if Money were not ſcanting. 

But now to turn my Pen about, 
I'll tell you how I laid it out: | 
When firſt I ſaw the Dawn appear, 
Diſpos'd myſelf, then as it were 
Between the Pleaſure and the Pain, 
In which the tedious Night I'd lain, 
And after all Reflexions, ſaid, 
'Twas well that in the Houſe I laid; 
For if I had not there been hous'd, 
I ſhould have been ſeverely ſous'd , 
It rain'd and blew extremely hard, 
And not a Star all Night appear'd. 
Although my Caſe was bad—in courſe, 
To lay in open Field is worſe. 
Thus Patience eas'd my rugged Station, 
And quell'd the Pains of my Condition. 
The ſluggiſh Hours now crawl'd away, 
And flowly mounted unto Day ; 
The Cattle bleating at the Door, 
The boding Owl was heard no more; 
The tow'ring Lark was mounted high, 
And ſung his Mattins in the Sky; 
The echoing Hills repeat the Strains, 
And ſtrike them back to diſtant Plains. 

At length I heard a rumbling Noiſe, 
Attended with my Landlord's Voice; 
F 
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O'erjoy'd to hear the grateful Sound, 
From Bed, I leap'd upon the Ground ; 
With Shakes and Shrugs, as Brutes are wont, 
When from their litter'd Couches mount, 
In order to diſlodge the Foes, 
If any harbour'd in my Cloathes 
In haſte my Things were "rambL'd on, 
Being glad the Day was once begun. 

The gaping Landlord now appears, 
Scratching his Hair about his Ears, 
And coming on with aukward Bow, 
Good Morrow, Sir, and how d'ye do? 
* To ſpeak the Truth, my honeſt Friend, 
« I'm glad the Night is at an End; 
«© I've had no Reſt, nor lay at Eaſe, 
« Being ſo tormented with the Fleas ; 
„ The Vermin ſtung me all the Night, 
And your Chaff-bed has lam'd me quite; 
* I've had ſuch Achings in my Bones, 
As if I'd lain upon the Stones; 


My Limbs ſo Riff can hardly ſtir, 1 


And have the ſame Complaint all oer.“ 
Mean while the Landlord look'd afide, 

Somewhat confus'd — at length reply'd, 

He hop'd my Goodneſs would excuſe 

Th' Accommodations of his Houle ; 

Declaring if 'twere good or bad, 


He ſerv'd me with the beſt he had. 
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TRIFLESIN RHYME. 43 

The Breakfaſt o'er the Landlord paid, 
I gave a Trifle to the Maid, 
Who from the Stable brought the Horſe, 
And hemeward-bound I ſteer'd my Courſe : 
The Steed fatigu'd the Day before, 
Inſtead of mending Pace, went ſlow'r, 
In ſullen Mood he travell'd on, 
At length arriv'd at Abingdon ; 
And glad was I, being freed in Courſe, 
From riding more this founder'd Horſe, 
The Hack ſent home, the Journey o'er, 
I ne'er had one the like before, 
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| The CIT and the FARMER. 
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S lately a Farmer and Citizen met 4 


In London, and over a Bottle were ſet, 


The Cit in Difcourſe upon delicate Fare, 4 


Said, Nothing's ſo fine as the Reliſh of Hare; 

And that he would venture to make Declaration, 

That Hare is the choiceſt Repaſt in the Nation. 
Quoth Tom, if it pleaſes your Appetite thus, 

Next Week J will ſend you a delicate Puſs. 

Will you ſo! 'cries the Cit, then I tell you my Friend, 


In Return, I a Barrel of Oyſters will ſend. | 
*Tis agreed by the Parties, the Hare comes to Town, ; 


And according to Promiſe the Barrel's feat down. 

When the News of this Preſent reach'd Thomas's Ear, 

Quoth the Farmer, tis wonderful kind I declare 

So gen'rous theſe Cits ! — but let their Actions com- 
mend 'em, 

They return us Tenfold for whatever we ſend 'em. 

The Farmer concluding the Birrel was large, 

Summon'd two of his Servants, and gave 'em this 

Charge; 
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TRIFLES IN:RHYME, 

Here Foulter and Snmgs, now obſerve what I fay, - 

Go direct to the Turnpike — you both know the Way, 

Bout a Mile is the Diſtance ftom hence - but d' ye ſee, 

Go and aſk for a Barrel of Oyſters for me; 

And in order that you may more eaſily bring it, 

Take a Cowl Staff and Rope, and between you both 
fling it; 

And mind, when you try on your Shoulders to weigh it, 

If you find it too heavy, fetch a Cart to convey it ; 

But fiſt draw em a Pitcher before they ſet out, 

For a Draught of good Liquor will make em both ſtout, 

Thank you Meaſter, quoth Szxgs, Faith this Tipple 
will do it! 

If a Ton were the Burden, 'twould make us g0 thro? it. 

The Fellows difpatch'd thus quoth Thomas tis right 

We invite the good Neighbours to junket at Night; 

Moll, tap the beſt Barrel, tis excellent Liquor, 


43 


Then run to Dick Hunt, and my Neighbour the Vicar 3 


Tell the Women beſide, for in Truth it is meet 

We ſpoil not the Fiſh, but diſpatch 'em while ſweet : 
As we ſhall have Plenty, d* you ſend to my Brother 
At Marcham a Hundred, and Charney another ; 

The Remainder will ſerve for a Week to ſupply us, 
And a Buſhel to pickle, for a Diſh to ſtand by us. 
Theſe Orders diſpatch'd — when the Fellows came in 
With Halter and Staff, but no Barrel was ſeen. 
Heyday, cries the Farmer, (beginning to quarrel 


With Joulter and Snugs) where the Devil's the Barrel? 
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46 TRIFLES IN RHYME. 
* Weaunds Meaſter,“ cries Jaulter, (while Sungs ſtood 
behind him, 
With the Barrel conceal'd, but Tom did not mind him) 
Here's a Preſent indeed, with a Pox on the Zit, 
And his Barrel of Ayſters — we're curſedly bit; 
„Why what d'ye think Meaſter ? ſcarce a Peck is 
d the Miſſur; 
ᷓTween my Vinger and Thumb I cou'd carr' it with 
« Pliflur ! 
So ſmaal is the Veſſel I cou'd not ka? thought it, 4 
« For under his Coat Neighbour Suugs here ha* bro f it,” | 
Quoth Thomas, if this be the Londoner's Trick, 'Y 
H' ſhall h* no more Hare, but a good Oaken Stick. 
A Pox on his Barrel ! — *tis not Half a Firkin ! =_ 
Wou'd the Dog were but here, I'd well wattle his 3 
Jerkin. 2 
But *tis the firſt Time he has ventur'd to cheat me, 
Let him do it again, and I ſwear he ſhall eat me. 2A 
And now I remember, once my Grandmother told me, 
That Experience wou'd ne er prove ſo good as when ſold ne. 
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Erratum, Page 17, Line 17. for But, read Aud. 
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